TRAVEL-DIARY
about half-past three that afternoon we limped into Pao
Fu Chun, the beautiful little village at the foot of the
gorge, standing among trees beside the stream.
Army headquarters were in the old temple with its cool
white courtyards and elaborately-carved wooden pillars.
Fleming, who had outwalked us all, sat chatting and
drinking tea with the General and his Chief of Staff. He
was the only one of us who had covered every yard of the
distance on foot, and he looked as fresh and sleek as ever.
Auden, as was hardly surprising, felt tired and ill. The
tea and warm rice-wine, which we now drank on empty
stomachs, were altogether too much for him. When the
orderlies brought supper he rushed out of doors to be sick.
Throughout the meal he sat pale and shuddering, with
eyes averted from a dish of small, blanched, slippery crea-
tures which stood in the middle of the table. 'It's those
dreadful eftsf he muttered. 'I daren't look at them, or I
shall do it again.' The General, unaware of what was
wrong, repeatedly pressed Auden to taste the 'efts'. Au-
den, with a smile of polite agony, refused to do so. He
spent the rest of supper with a handkerchief stuffed into
his mouth.
After the meal we were all eager for bed. But, as we
were undressing, A. W. Kao came to announce that the
4 Anti-Japanese Corpse' of Siaofeng had arrived to give us
details of the Japanese atrocities in their town. So we
struggled wearily into our clothes and went out to greet
them—six men and a woman, all wearing their best clothes,
and lined up, as Auden said, like a village choir.
Siaofeng had been occupied by the Japanese three
times: in December, in February, and in March, When the
regular Chinese troops had been forced to retire the local
anti-Japanese corps had remained* Apparently harmless
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